CHAPTER IV

THE air here is already less oppressive than at
Saigon, less charged with electricity and moisture,
One feels more alive,
And a melancholy of a different kind emanates
from this town, lost as it is in tibe interior of a
land -bound country, without ships, without
sailors, without animation of any sort, It is
comparatively but a few years since King
Norodom confided his country to France, and
already everything that we have built at Pnom-
penh has taken on an air of old age under the
scorching of the sun, The fine straight roads
we traced here, along which no one passes, are
green with weeds. It might be one of those
ancient colonies, the charm of which lies in
desuetude and silence*
To-day, nevertheless, is the third day of the
traditional water festival, and in the evening, as
the sun turns to a coppeiy red, the banks of the
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